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DEDICATION 


A certain 
enchantment. 


We wrote spells. 
Who knew anything 
of Love? 


But abandon. 

I still recognize 

the intoxication, 
although context is lost. 


If only poetry 


could save us. 


But the exile calls for ruin. 
So, I confine my poetics 
to pages between covers 
and bind this dedication. 
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Foreword 


In April Link's poetry, one finds an 
enviable combination of resonance and 
economy. No awkward straining, no wordy 
overrush to “get something out.” Of course, 
in Unguiet Hour, plenty is said, but calmly, 
with craft and a Tao/Zen-like trusting atten- 
tiveness to the world as it is, in all its 
nuanced sadness and joy. This delicate, 
attentive touch is ubiquitous in Unguiet Hour, 
in which all kinds of seemingly ordinary 
things actually emerge, a la Williams, in all 
their humble glory, when our listening is 
focused and true. In “Things Ungathered,” 
we hear, as for the first time, a cough, the 
flick of a lighter, and the barely audible lift- 
ing of a notebook’s leather strap. 

This same closeness to and reverence 
for the seemingly small is also present in 
pieces like “Water Meditation,” which 
links(!) humans to nature with humor, 
grace, and a profound sense of the mysteri- 
ous complexity in which all beings, organic 
and inorganic, are embedded. In “Water 
Meditation,” poet and duck share a bench 
and interpenetrating rain. Both person and 
animal “receive the drops into us,” express- 
ing with (hard won!) ease the Heideggerian 
sense of mutual indwelling in the depths of 
Being itself. 

Of course, we, the ultimate “thinking 
reeds,” as Pascal so eloquently put it, are 


part of the world’s mystery as well. 
Insightful observations of others — especially 
with significant others and our relationships 
with them —abound in this book. There are 
frank poems about passion (“Smoke”), loss, 
and absence. At the end of the title poem, 
the narrator confesses courageously, but 
sadly, that evenings do exist in which she 
will have to “lay down to bed/alone tonight.” 

But language always offers the poet 
a kind of unique transcendence. Despite 
her awareness of the tragic depths of exis- 
tence, April’s overall affirmation remains 
strong. In “On the Wall,” she asserts, “Yes, 
the words bind us.” And in this moving 
tribute to the word made flesh in poetic 
expression, she goes on to say that she 
wants poetry written on the walls to be 
taped to her body “so that when I walk/tt is 
with Poetry.” 

Many other delights await an 
attuned reader of unquiet hour. Immerse 
yourself in this remarkable collection of 
poems, and you, too, may experience the 
Blakeian hope that when true meeting 
occurs, persons may “burst into seagulls/and 
fly through the walls/into eternity.” 


Kemp Gregory 
Editor 
Simple Vows 


in progress 


IN HER 


I saw 

the gentle orange 
of leaves 

clinging to summer 
in her. 


THINGS UNGATHERED 


I listen 
for things ungathered: 


a cough from 
the room upstairs 
or outside the kitchen below, 


a flick of a lighter, 
or the undoing 


of the quiet leather strap 
of his notebook. 


THE DOOR 


Eyes linger 
in the doorway. 


Lips begin 

to shape, 
hesitate, 

dont know 
what they want. 


The door closes 


behind you. 
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SPOONS 


The spoons divine, 
spread between us 
across the table: 
We are more dynamic 
than space describes. 


ia 


THAT STROKE 


I cannot recreate 
that stroke 

from which 
came your love. 
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SMOKE 


You breathed fire into me 
and it smolders. 

The smoke remains. 

I cannot write it away. 


My words sift the air, 
the gray-haired smoke, 
try to clear you out. 

I cannot write it away. 


Sifting and missing, 

the words pass through, 
but do not smother. 

I cannot write it away. 


My lips burn, 

my tongue cannot taste. 

I want to breathe cold air again. 
I cannot write it away. 
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AND DIES AGAIN 


Renewal 
is not a flicker. 


On the balcony 
the bulb dies 


and dies again. 
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SEAGULLS 


I wonder: 

When you meet me, 

will we burst into seagulls 
and fly through the walls 
into eternity? 
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AS YOU AND BECAUSE 


Amazing. As you 

walk in the door, 

close it behind your back, 
face so clear to me, 

it is not beautiful. 


And because of her, 

so powerful a catalyst, 
my breasts are allowed 
to rest as they would 
upon my ribs. 


ON THE WALLS 


I am walking. 

It is cold 

and you have poetry 
on the walls. 


I suck the cold 
up my nostrils 
just to feel! 


Again, the words 
like fallen blossoms 
ride the river. 


Of these and you 


I forever want more. 
Yes, the words bind us. 


You on the wall, 

damn you! 

for your truth 

that I don’t have some words, Wg 
that some things I’m not allowed. 


I don't want that, but you. 
I want the poetry on the walls. 


Tape it to my body 
so that when I walk 
it is with Poetry. 


So that when I love 
I writhe with Poetry. 


I want us bound together. 


So I tie knots of black lace 
from my hair. 

I tie it to you. 

I read from the walls 

and bind us 

with Poetry. 
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FILLING CANYON 


Last night you called 
after only a few days, though 
long-stretched with stress. 


Cracks were pried open 
into chasms 


dry as drought. 


The relief was a great flood, 
that stunned 
as it rushed over, 


a shock to the desert flower 
and rattler adapted 
to the persistent sun. 


And I, caught in the filling canyon 
breathed in water 
when I tried my words. 
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UNQUIET HOUR 


I have, in this corner 
a Start. 


I can sit under this lamp, 
listen through the walls 
to the laughter 

or sobs of strangers, 
awake into the dark of morning 
with tropical downpour 
outside my window 
and the wind rolling 
my prayers up 

in flags. 


Maybe in another 

unquiet hour 

I'll find more than discomfort 
in the abdomen, 

more than clenching 

knots of muscle. 

Maybe I'll move 

beyond exhaustion 


and held breath. 


This absence, 

this forfeit to distance 
fails to preserve, 

fails to capture you. 


These wells should 
brim and spill, but 


only to touch 
am I responsive: 


I will tie back my own hair, 
knead my left shoulder 
and lay down to bed 

alone tonight. 
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in italy 


THE LAST 


Lovers in the paintings 
on the walls 

walk the streets, 

sit in deserted parks. 


The bell calls, 


wakes, insistent. 


His chest draws me near. 
Sleep’s breath, 


the last remains. 
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STATIC OR LONGING 


Somewhere in the glass, 
my eyes lost, 

my stare, distracted, 

I look to you. 

Too near, not enough. 


My fingers 
hold each other 


for the warmth. 


Full voice, 

close up the room, 
cover the windows, 
bend the light away, 
‘round the glass. 


I am sunk. 

No silence 

for this stillness. 

No reclaim of my head. 


I'll stay in this 
lull of objects. 
Grey passes over grey. 


Cloud 
clings to the Alps 
by static or longing. 


SNORING STILL 


While you were asleep 
on the promenade 
in Rapallo 


I left you 
to disappear, 
to let you wake alone 


to a note in French, 
so that you 
wouldn't understand 


But I returned 
each time 


to you snoring still 


I took back the note 
and waited. 
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BEATRICE 


I have found Beatrice, 
the unconditional ignition. 


But we've fallen out of rhythm. 
Dante bleeds through me. 
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HAND ON HER SIDE 


For the woman on the right. 


For the hand from which she slides. 


For the man singing to his lover, 
begging for Love 
singing for one 

In a room full of passers, 
eavesdroppers, envy. 


We say, poetry 
for beauty’s sake, 
that love 

needs obsession. 


The woman panics to escape. 
The hand grabs. 
The man still sings. 
I rise to leave 
(the song not for me). 


We say, Poetry. 


ya 
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YOUR WEAKNESS 


The train left 
with your hand 
pressed to the window. 


VENUS’ RAPTURE 


I must learn the rapture 
Venus commanded at birth, 
wrapping angels in each other 
at her feet. 
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on the outside 


SMALLER THAN AUTUMN 


I stare up 
at skinless giants, 
limbs spread and lifeless. 


Such height 
pins the arms of October 
to the pale gray sky, 


shrinks me, 
flaws me, 
leaves me to lie. 
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HILLSIDE 


Car lot 

fell down 

this hillside, 

aged 

and grew to love 
the ground foliage. 
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ALLIGATOR RIVER 


I paddle the tea-coloured river. 
With little current, it barely flows, 
but flows. 

From the stern, 

I turn us around fallen trees, 
dodge the hanging branches 
through the water pattern 

of the cedar swamp. 


I read that alligators 

swim up this black water-river 
from the shore. 

It’s been too cold to see them, 

but I look anyway. 

I find them in fallen, sunken trees, 
eyes and snout, or tail and back. 


I remember that they lay on gathered silt, 
wonder if those bubbles rise 

from tough skin-nostrils. 

If I fell in, would one surface 

as in my companion’s story? 

Does one rest beneath me 

or swim, hidden, alongside us? 


I can’t fear their approach 

for we move, 

every second, 

deeper into their river. 

Once, twice my paddle strikes 
or is struck. 
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I wait for the snap 
of a power sprung-jaw. 
It doesn t come, but I wait. 


One may. 


MORE NERVE 


We were two minutes 
to the ocean 

mist on our beers 
walking there. 


Her pulse drew us near, 
her sand 

her beats and 

pulls back, 


so we moved our lips 
over and in 


and broke 


like her waves. 


The air held the water, 

our bodies, 

the tide. 

When the ocean said, “Go” 


we released back to dryness, 

re-crossing mirror streets, 35 
walking with 

more nerve in our hands. 


CACTUS: PLEASE TAKE 


I grow a cactus next to me 

picked up from the side of the road, 
the bottom half dead, 

the top green. 


I’ve learned that living spines 
have blood at their bases; 
The dead lose that 


to paleness. 


Ridgelines are beginning to split open. 
Soon the insides of the dead half 


will be seen. 


REFLECTION 


Horizontally sliced 
by ripples. 
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TRACKING FIREWORKS 


Alone on the 4th of July 
I drove, speeding, 


begging of the blackness 
the location of its sparks 
and it gave 


at a shoulder of the road 
by the Mississippi. 


I watched 
through my rolled down-window 
until the skies went vacant. 


WATER MEDITATION 


Lying sideways on a greying, dampened 
park bench 

I can see the lake water ripple in the dis- 
tance, 


but close to shore the slick surface flickers - 


with tiny rings. 


The wood where I rest my thoughts is hard 
but comforting. 

Upon it, I, and a marble feathered-duck 
receive the drops into us. 

Meditation on surfacing the spirit. 
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in the constructed 


world 


BACK-AIR 


The speed, 

the weight 

of the train blazing past 
crushes me. 


The back-air 
floats a plastic glove 


up the cement staircase. 
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RED BLACK BLUE TRAINS: 
INVISIBLE 


We wait 

between the lines 

on another platform, 

the standard purgatory of travel, 
slump on cement benches 
without backs, 

stilled in the cold. 


We determine 

that red print on schedules 
moves intra-city trains, 
that the cars 

are smoke-filled 

with closed windows, 

that although small, 

would slide open enough 
for air 

but we wouldn't open them 
as no one else opens them. 


We determine 

that in these cars 

babies must be crying, 
that the tracks would 
take us into the city’s guts 
if there were only 
standing room 

enough for us. 


This is not our launch, 

our inside lift 

to the real streets, 
Calvino-inside-out-through-the-pipes real. 


This is not zie weg 
of trains with letters printed red 
but those entirely unseen. 


The 12:54 

thrusts no air 

against our faces. 

It will not be exposed 
under artificial light. 


The 1:43 doesn’t 

key us in 

or deliver faces. 

It refuses to carry us 
who would pry 

into the cracks 

of homes alleys bodies 
the places unfriendly. 


No images of 

day-to-day scrape-bys. 

No secret fucks 

in wives’ beds. 

No blackened eyes painted, 
unschooled kids, 


emaciated dogs. 


These divert to other stations 
to platforms we don’t watch 
waiting for water 

to boil. 


We hope for any train now 
one lettered blue or black 
SO We Can, 

discreet as shadows, 
chance onto a red line, 
access the faces, 

crowded bruised tearing 
wauting pleading panicked 
for the blue letters, 

the black train 

that passes them, 

invisible. 


NEVER THROUGH 


The song is “For You,” 

minor and digging. 

Light slides the lengths of the bows, 
backset with black suits. 


Ready to cross an ocean 

for a woman in a castle, 

I am, again writing an Italy poem. 
Again, writing for you. 


Smooth glass to my lips, 
the red runs past 

a torn metallic label 

and dries my tongue. 


Never through. 

Tight as violin strings. 
Sustaining as his Cantos. 
Never through. 
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THE IMMOBILE HOURS 


Italy has left me 

a longing in the stomach. 
Butterfly wings 

twitter maniacally. 


I read the names: 

Naples, Padua, Vesuvius, 
mourn the inadequacy of time 
suspend the end of my travels. 


I wish for a near-vacant train, 
a cab to myself, 

defensive, unsure of sleep, 
but free and moving, 


the sanctuary 

of an unknown language 
familiar upon my ears, 

but persisting in my ignorance, 


a border-crossing, 
a cappuccino 
at opening of the station’s bar 


through the immobile hours, again. 
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“April Link’s poems edge themselves into 
my mind with sharp lines, precise angles, 
evocative images, and tantalizing language. 
The voice is assured, confident, and poised 
in its delineation of the ordinary world 
about us that becomes, with a slight turn or 
a subtle tilt, extraordinary.” 

-Ted Wojtasik, author of Collage 


“Unqutet Hour displays a range within a 
small range of experience, striking in the 
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